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in the conquest. The campaign lasted almost a year.
The young men went from one provincial town3 from one
miserable hall, to another, and from one wretched out-of-
tune piano to the next. Often they did not possess enough
money to buy themselves a meal, but a twelve-months'
tour with so scant a reward was excellent training for two
ambitious young virtuosi. No parent, no teacher, could
have taught them so much as that one year's tour or could
have made them see their faults so clearly. Their dis-
illusioned return from their Russian tour necessitated very
serious work, which eventually resulted in one or two small
concerts on a modest and more reasonable basis. After
two more years Paderewski passed his final examinations
so well that he was immediately offered the post of piano
teacher at the same Conservatoire. Financially it was a
poor offer, but it was better than nothing.
Now that the professional half of his mature life was
assured, the more personal half had to be fulfilled. He
decided to marry. He fell in love with a very young pupil
at the Conservatoire, Antonina Korsak. But as he himself
was only twenty the youthfulness of his bride was no obstacle.
It mattered, however, when at the end of the year, satis-
factory as far as love and romance were concerned, but
economically extremely hard and bitter, his young wife died
in child-birth. This was the first real -tragedy of his life.
To be a widower at twenty-one and burdened, moreover,
with a baby boy, was indeed a hard beginning. The
cheerful boy awakened to find himself a man. He had no
more illusions about the lightning conquest of a continent,
but he was not the man to brood over his misery till it was
too late to act. He wanted to compose, to write wonderful
Polish music, to become a second Chopin. Teaching young
boys and girls how to play dementi and Czerny and the
easier sonatinas by Scarlatti does not, however, clear the
way to composition nor to all the musical knowledge that
was stored up in the world and that he was burning to
possess.